CHAPTER XI
THE gateway of the Palace towered above the party.
Its topmost pinnacle seemed to pierce the sky. Under
that tremendous archway even their soft footsteps
echoed gently. Beyond, the flagged paving merged
into a gravelled road. They found themselves in a
garden full of orange and mangosteen trees, at the
end of which a smaller archway gave entrance to a
low white building. Beyond was a small paved court-
yard partly covered by an elaborately-carved wooden
roof and surrounded by latticed, gilded verandas.
A Malay servant came forward and, taking the
halter from Lochinvar M'Whizzle, tethered the camel
to a ring on the marble basin of the small fountain
that played in the centre of the courtyard. The
animal, greedily quenching its thirst, was seized with
a sudden fit of coughing. With a violent effort it
dislodged the goldfish it had sucked up, and, looking
a shade upset, was at once led off by the Malay
attendant and retethered near the archway.
Archibald Podd gazed vengefully after it. He felt
annoyed that any animal should exhibit such behaviour
in such a place. It was as if his party were not worthy
of their surroundings. He picked up the fish as it lay,
flapping in the sunlight, returned it to the water, and
anxiously studied his master, eager to be encouraged
to administer correction to the camel with the nearest
140